The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle. 

The Guardian of Pendle Farm 

In the heart of Lancashire, nestled near the quaint village of Downham, stood a farmhouse with 
a history steeped in mystery. The windswept fields and cobbled pathways bore witness to 
centuries of secrets, but none were as enigmatic as the discovery made one winter's eve in 1866. 
As the cold winds howled through the ancient oaks and frost kissed the earth, a curious murmur 
spread among the villagers. It was said that something extraordinary had been unearthed within 
the old barn wall of the Pendle farmhouse. 

Eager faces gathered, breaths visible in the frigid air, as the villagers gingerly extracted a tiny, 
weathered figure. It was a gnome, scarcely more than a foot tall, its features worn with age and 
the passage of time. He sat upon a small toadstool, his wrinkled face etched with an expression 
that seemed to have witnessed centuries come and go. 

The news of this peculiar discovery spread like wildfire, capturing the imaginations of those 
who heard. Whispers of the gnome reached the farthest corners of Lancashire, becoming the 
subject of fireside tales and bedtime stories. 

Rumors swirled about the gnome's origins. Some believed he was a guardian spirit, watching 
over Pendle Farm and its inhabitants for generations untold. Others speculated that he was an 
ancient traveler from a distant land, caught in the flow of time. 

Despite the fantastical theories, one thing was certain: the gnome had lived a long life, far 
beyond that of any mortal. But his journey had come to an end, and he now rested in the 
embrace of a small, weathered church nearby. The villagers, moved by the gnome's story, 
gathered to bid him farewell, placing him gently in the consecrated ground. 

As the years passed, the memory of the farmhouse gnome became woven into the fabric of 
Pendle's history. Generations came and went, tending to the fields, raising families, and 
whispering stories of the guardian that once graced their land. 

Today, if you visit the Pendle area, near Downham, you may hear faint echoes of the tale. The 
farmhouse still stands, weathered and timeless, and the ancient oaks sway in the Lancashire 
breeze. And though the gnome's earthly form may have returned to the soil, his spirit, they say, 
lives on in the whispers of the wind and the rustling of the leaves, forever watching over the 
land he called home. 


By Donald ay 


